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INTRODUCTION 


The universe is not only stranger than we imagine. It is stranger than we can 
imagine. It has its mysteries—and it has its secrets. But mysteries and 
secrets are not necessarily the same thing. There are many puzzles about the 
universe that are not secrets at all. How did the universe begin? When was 
it born? What existed before that? Nobody knows the answers to these 
puzzles. They are mysteries. 


People come up with ideas, scientists look for ways to prove them, and 
slowly the mysteries are solved. 


But there are some puzzles to which someone, somewhere, does know the 
answer. Answers that they choose to hide from the rest of the world. 
Secrets. Some secrets are so frightening that governments think we will 
panic if they are ever exposed. 


Has the Earth been visited by alien life forms? Are there weapons so 
powerful that they are capable of destroying every living thing on Earth? 
Have scientists conducted experiments so disastrous that they are ashamed 
to tell us what they did? Secrets like these are so potentially explosive that 
the authorities try to cover them up. They create a whole new world of lies 
to show that the thing never happened. And they set about destroying every 
last scrap of evidence. What if that evidence is in the memory of some 
human witness? Can they destroy that witness? The answer is yes. Many 
governments in history have kept secrets by murdering the witnesses. It 
seems incredible that with all these efforts to cover up the truth, stories do 
sometimes leak out. Stories like that of a warship that became invisible! 


The government says it never happened, but still the stories persist. So 
many stories that you simply have to ask yourself, could it really have 


happened? Could a warship disappear into thin air? Is there any truth in this 
incredible story—the story of the Philadelphia Experiment? The truth must 
exist somewhere. But the evidence has remained deliberately hidden. It has 
been locked away in files that only a few people are ever allowed to read. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


I always knew that one day I'd be caught. I didn't know when they'd come 
for me, I didn't know who they'd send, and I didn't quite picture how they'd 
do it. They came at four in the morning, when a loud knocking at the door 
dragged me from an exhausted sleep. I reached for a bathrobe but didn't 
bother with slippers as I padded along the cold wooden floor of the hallway. 


The chain was on the door so it opened just a crack. 'What do you want?" I 
asked. "Miss Henreid?" 


someone asked from the shadows of the porch. It was a woman's voice. I 
hadn't expected that. Deep and husky as if she smoked too many cigarettes, 
but a woman's voice. I should have known the way their minds' worked. 
They'd sent a woman to make the situation seem less threatening. Who are 
you?" I asked and groped for the switch by the door. 


The porch light snapped on, and I squinted through the crack in the 
doorway and saw them. There were two of them. He was exactly what I 
expected—a man in a dark suit, with neat hair and a blank expression on a 
forgettable face. She wore a charcoal-gray suit with a faint pinstripe, dark 
stockings, and a plain cream blouse. Her ash-gray hair was cut short and 
styled expensively to frame her face, but it did nothing to soften her cold, 
gray eyes. I'm no expert on female beauty but I guess she would have been 
pretty if it hadn't been for her jawline being a little too strong and her lips a 
little too thin. The man had an identity card ready and held it up so I could 
see his picture. The light wasn't good enough for me to read the details. 
"FBI?" I asked. "DIA" she said, holding up her card too. 


"CIA? Central Intelligence Agency?" I checked. "No," he said quietly. 
"DIA. Defense Intelligence Agency." 


I hadn't known about them and I suppose my doubt showed in my face. The 
woman seemed a little impatient as she said, "We're from the Office of 
Naval Intelligence within the DIA" That made sense. 


Naval Intelligence. They were the people I'd been trying to steal secrets 
from. Now they'd caught me. I felt my shoulders sag in defeat. "May we 
come in?" the man asked softly. His blank face seemed to have a little more 
warmth in it now. Sighing, I unfastened the chain and held the door open. 
"Can I get dressed?" I asked. The two agents glanced at one another. come 
with you,” the woman said. 


I hesitated for a moment. I knew I wouldn't feel comfortable dressing in 
front of her. it's all right, I'm not going to try to escape!" I joked. Her thin 
mouth narrowed even more and turned down at the corners. 


"We just want to ask you a few questions. We're not planning to put you in 
front of a firing squad." I wasn't reassured. "So why watch me while I 
dress?" "Standard procedure," the man explained, and he raised one 
shoulder slightly in a shrug of apology. "There is always the possibility that 
you may conceal or destroy evidence while you are alone in your room." 
the woman said. Her voice was harsh. I knew that all the evidence against 
me was hidden in files in my computer. 
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Entry was barred by codes and passwords that only a genius could crack. In 
my opinion all relevant information was locked away as securely as if it had 
been in a safe bolted to the wall of the Titanic. More securely, in fact. I 
walked back along the hallway to my room. At least she had the decency to 
pretend to inspect my computer as I pulled my pajamas off and dressed 
quickly in a track suit and sneakers. I ran a comb through my shoulder- 
length hair and frightened myself by looking in the mirror over my dressing 
table. No one looks their best at 4 &M.. and I was no exception. My green 
eyes, usually clear and sparkling. were surrounded by dark shadows, and 
my mouth was framed by tiny lines that gave away how tired and tense I 
felt. I'll have to let my grandfather know where I'm going," I said. The 
woman turned slowly, narrowed her eyes and looked at me. 


I don't think there's any need to worry the old gentleman." she said. "If you 
answer our questions then you should be home before he wakes up." "He 
doesn't know anything about this." I was lying, but it was a white lie. I 
wouldn't want him to be upset.” She gave a soft snort. "You should have 
thought of the worry you'd be causing him when you began breaking the 
law," she said. Then she gave a nod of her head to show that I should leave 
the room. I picked up a notepad and pen that were lying on my bedside 
table and scribbled a quick note to my grandfather, just in case I didn't come 
back. I intended to push it under the door to his room, but when I got there, 
I hesitated. 


If he woke before I returned then he'd guess I'd simply gone out early. That 
wasn't so unusual. I crumpled up the note and pushed it into my pocket The 
man was waiting in the hallway. He seemed to look right through me as I 
locked the door, and then they both escorted me to a dark Chevy, placed me 
in the back of the car and drove silently to the center of town. 


The sun was lightening the slate sky with lemon ribbons of light as we 
Swung into an underground parking lot beneath a large gray building. It 
occurred to me that I might never see the sunrise again. I know that sounds 
dramatic, but I was seriously scared that they'd lock me up and throw away 
the key. 


That's the trouble with a guilty conscience. You imagine they know 
everything about you. When you think about it, they can't. After all, they 
wouldn't be taking me in for questioning if they already knew everything. 


We rode in an elevator to the tenth floor and stepped out into a quiet, air- 
conditioned corridor with about a dozen doors leading off it. It seemed 
more like a hotel than a government building. The man opened a door and 
held it open while I walked into a small office. It was nothing like I'd 
imagined. I'd expected a steel chair, handcuffs, and a desk lamp shining on 
my face as they repeated question after question. Instead, there was a desk 
with a leather swivel chair and three comfortable chairs around a coffee 
table. There were no clues to give away what sort of business went on 
behind these walls. It seemed as if it was going to be more like a cozy 
interview for a job in a service station. 
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Maybe that was their plan. Get me to relax so they could catch me off 
guard. It wasn't going to work. I was very scared and that made me twice as 
wary. "Expecting the rubber hose?" the woman said, and gave me a surgary 
smile. I think my mouth fell open at the thought that she was reading my 
mind. "No." 


I managed to say. "I've done nothing wrong." "Of course not," she breathed, 
with a hint of sarcasm. 


"Let's start, shall we?" "Sure," I said. I tried to make myself relax into the 
chair as the agents picked up clipboards with sheets of paper attached. 
"Your name?" "You know it," I said. The woman tightened her grip on her 
pen but said nothing. After a moment the man leaned forward and spoke 
softly. "We're at the early stages of an investigation. This is not a formal 
interview, just a chat. But we do have to go through certain procedures just 
the same. 


We have to make sure that you are the person we want to interview. That's 
all." He sounded so reasonable that he made me feel like a delinquent child 
in class. Still I stalled. "I don't believe I caught your names," I said. He 
nodded. "I'm Agent Miller, and this is Agent Kirwan," he said, inclining his 
head toward the woman. "And you are?" "Alice Henreid," I answered 
automatically—then bit my tongue. He was smooth, I had to hand it to him. 
I knew then and there that he was going to get my story out of me whereas 
she never would. "Tell us a little about yourself, Alice," he said, and sat 
back. The expression on his face seemed to indicate that he was genuinely 
interested. 


Up until this moment in my life, and including it I guess, I had led a rather 
lonely existence. I had always been an outsider. Hardly anyone had ever 
shown much interest in me in the past—except my grandfather, of course. 
And now here I was, the center of attention, being asked to sit and talk 
about myself. I felt almost flattered. Maybe, I thought, I could just tell them 
a little. And so I started to talk. 


CHAPTER TWO 


"I'm a mathematician," I began. Agent Miller nodded but prompted, "No. 
Go back a little way. Tell us how you came to be where you are today. 
When did you first get interested in math? How come you're living with 
your grandfather. Professor Henreid?" "My mother was a mathematician. I 
guess she picked it up from her father—the grandfather I live with. He's 
nuts about math, and she was very bright as a kid. Graduated and had a 
great career ahead of her." 


I sighed, indicating that things had not exactly gone according to plan in her 
life. "What went wrong?" he asked perceptively. "Who really knows? Her 
version of what happened is that at that time it was impossible for a woman 
to succeed in the math world. She said men never took her seriously. In 
discussions they acted as if she weren't even there. She'd make a suggestion, 
and her male colleagues would ignore her Then, 20 minutes later, one of 
them would repeat her idea and the others would enthuse about it. But 
maybe she just wasn't strong enough or determined enough to succeed." 
Agent Kirwan gave that soft snort and muttered, That still happens, 
especially in government agencies." "Well, it drove her crazy. In the end she 
dropped out of the college circuit—"the circus" as she called it—and 
married a mechanic." ‘hen you were horn?" Agent Miller asked.et 
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"Sure. But my parents weren't really interested in me. They were young, 
and I tied them down. When I was about three or four years old, my 
grandfather came to visit. He noticed something about the way I was 
playing and figured that I was a smart kid and that I possibly had a good 
mathematical brain. He offered to take me away and educate me himself. 
Basically he wanted to get me away from my—shall we say—'free spirited' 
parents. They didn't exactly fight hard to hang on to me," I finished. I knew 
I must have sounded bitter, but I didn't really care. As it turned out, 
Grandfather was the best thing that ever happened to me. Some kids have 
grandfathers who show them how to ride a bike or tell them stories about 
the "good old days." 


My grandfather showed me how to solve complicated math problems and 
told me stories about all kinds of science experiments he'd worked on. 
Experiments so weird that when he told people about them, they didn't 
believe him. In the end he gave up talking about the experiments to anyone 
but me. 


He opened my young mind up to a whole new world. And I believed 
everything he told me. Not because he was my grandfather and not because 
I was just a child who didn't know any better. I believed him because I had a 
mathematical brain and it all made sense. Gradually, as I grew up, I began 
to immerse myself totally in the world of mathematics and physics. I guess 
that's where the story of the Philadelphia Experiment fits in. 


Certainly how it all began for me. You see, one of the stories Grandfather 
told me was about a warship that disappeared. I don't mean sank or was lost 
during a storm—it literally vanished into thin air, then reappeared just as 
suddenly. I don't remember when he first told me that story but I guess I 
must have been about 13 years old at the time. He told me that it was all 
part of an important experiment. He explained his role in the experiment to 
me. By the time I was 14 I knew it by heart and started my own calculations 
to check it out for myself. After that I put it aside for a while. Then 
sometime later—TI suppose about a couple of years later—I remember 
coming home from school one evening and asking Grandfather to run 
through some calculations with me. 


I had to do a project for school, and I had decided to work on an advanced 
mathematical theory. He looked up from his desk and asked me. "What are 
you up to then, Alice?" "The Philadelphia Experiment and Einstein's 
Unified Field Theory," I replied. "I intend to prove two things. First, that the 
Experiment happened, and second, that Einstein's Unified Field Theory is 
more than just a theory." Grandfather ran a hand over the white hair that sat 
on his head like a cockatoo's crest. His faded blue eyes sparkled as he 
looked at me over the top of his half-moon glasses, but he wasn't laughing. 
"Most people believe that Einstein never finished the Unified Field 
Theory," he said. "But you believe he did finish it, don't you. 


Grandfather?" I said. 


"Tell me the story again about how you met him back in 1943." I wanted to 
encourage him to be part of my plan. He pushed himself stiffly to his feet. 
He straightened from the waist, but his shoulders 6 


remained rounded from too many hours spent poring over calculations at 
his ancient oak desk. We strolled out to the back porch and looked over the 
rough grass toward the sinking orange ball of the sun. 


As it began to dip below the treetops, he told me again the story of the 
Philadelphia Experiment. But this time he told me inore--much more. It was 
during World War II. I was a very junior scientist working for the Naval 
Defense Research Committee." he began. "Making secret weapons?" I 
asked. 


He frowned. "More than that. We were trying to come up with completely 
new ideas to win the war. Let me give you an example. Say you want to kill 
your enemies. The obvious thing is to punch holes in them till they bleed to 
death. Cave men did it with spears and arrows, we do it with bullets, but the 
basic idea is the same. Spears or bullets are the same type of weapon—they 
have the same effect. Now in World War I the enemies began using poison 
gas. That doesn't make your enemies bleed to death, it makes them 
suffocate. It's anew kind of weapon. Then in World War II we tried 
bombing women and children in the big cities—this time the weapon was 
terror. Again, you see, a new kind of weapon. And radar was a new weapon 
too—just being able to see your enemy when he was still 50 miles away. 
Submarines sinking warships wasn't a new weapon, but submarines sinking 
food supply ships to starve the British, that was a new weapon! Get the 
idea?" "I understand," I nodded. "Parachutes were really a new weapon too, 
because they meant you could move soldiers behind enemy lines and attack 
them from behind." 


My grandfather smiled. "Exactly. You wouldn't believe some of the secret 
weapons that were dreamed up in World War II. One scientist came up with 
the idea of spraying frozen sawdust over enemy shipyards so the ports 
would be paralyzed!" "What has all this got to do with Albert Einstein?" I 
asked. 


"Einstein was born in Germany but he hated Adolf Hitler and the Nazi 
Party. He hated their nationalism. 


He said nationalism was an infant sickness...the measles of the human race. 
A great man, Einstein," 


Grandfather said, and his eyes glistened as he recalled his colleague. "So he 
came to the United States?" 


"He came to help the United States. You understand he was a 
mathematician, not a weapon maker. 


Albert Einstein came up with theories—our job was to make them work in 
practice." "That's when you met him?" "Certainly. But don't forget. I was 
still just a young man. I wasn't in on the very top-secret plans. They used 
me in the same way you use a pocket calculator. Like a pocket calculator, I 
came up with the right answers, but I didn't know why they were needed. 
All I could do was guess. Remember. I knew about Einstein's Unified Field 
Theory. I knew the scientists he came to meet, and I put two and two 
together. I figured they were planning to create the perfect defensive 
weapon. You know the Star Ship Enterprise on Star Trek?" I nodded. "It 
defends itself with an invisible shield," I said. "Some kind of force field." 
"Exactly! Imagine sending your tanks, your warships, and your airplanes 
into battle protected by that invisible shield! You could go forward into'the 
very heart of the enemy and destroy without being destroyed. The war 
would be over in a week!" "But no one has invented that invisible shield. 
It's just science fiction," I argued. "Just something you see on Star Trek." 
Grandfather looked at me carefully and spoke slowly. "Don't be so sure, 
Alice," he smiled gently. "Don't be so sure." 
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CHAPTER THREE 


Grandfather always gave me good advice. He explained what I'd have to do 
if I wanted to get my project off to a good start. "You have to remember. 
Alice. your teachers aren't as advanced as you are when it comes to math. 
When you present your work you'll need to explain the theory the way you 


would to a child. Begin by explaining Einstein's Unified Field Theory." 
"Fine. Where do I start?" I said without hesitating, glad that Grandfather 
was willing to be involved. "You know how to make electricity?" he asked. 
I knew how to make electricity all right. When other kids were pushing toy 
cars around the floor of the school I was building trucks that ran on electric 
motors. I think Grandfather gave me the electrical assembly kit for my sixth 
birthday. Within a week I'd mastered it. I know the other kids at school 
thought I was a little weird, but they liked the gadgets I made. It was some 
of the teachers I had trouble with! 


One day, a certain teacher—Ms. Markham—asked, "Wouldn't you be 
happier playing with the dolls in the playhouse. Alice?" I guess that was the 
first time I ever used the withering, "Are you talking to me?" 


look that I was to perfect over the years. She and I were never on good 
terms after that. So I knew about electricity. "Turn a magnet in a coil of 
wire and you create electricity in the wire," I said. "Or?" Or put electricity 
through the coil of wire and you turn the magnet," I shrugged. "That's how 
an electric motor works." "Exactly," he said patiently. "So electricity and 
magnetism are related to one another. Alter one and you alter the other. 


They are Unified Fields." "But that's not Einstein's Unified Field Theory, is 
it?" I asked. Grandfather shook his head. "Einstein's Unified Field Theory 
adds another field. Gravity. You know what gravity is, don't you?" I 
remembered my first lesson in gravity. It was when I was about seven. I 
was bouncing a ball in the backyard when my grandfather took the ball 
from me and told me to watch. He let it fall from his hand, it bounced a few 
times and then fell still. "Do you know why it did that?" he asked. I 
shrugged. 1 


guess it just ran out of bounce like a car runs out of gas?" He shook his 
head. "No. Gravity did it. Gravity is a kind of invisible force. Think of it 
like a giant hand that pulls everything down." 


That was a bit creepy! The idea of an invisible hand pressing me down 
haunted me for a week or so. 


Grandfather used the ball as a model of the world to show how people 
could live underneath and still not fall off. After that, I spent a long time 
lying on my bed and trying to float. Something inside me told me that if I 
tried hard enough I could beat gravity and fly around the world. Of course, 
no matter how hard I tried, I never did manage to float. I began to feel as if 
gravity was my enemy. I complained to Grandfather. "You're right!" he 
agreed. "Most of the time gravity is our friend—after all, it stops us from 
falling off our Earth. But in some ways it seems as if it's our enemy too. It 
stops us from leaving the Earth and exploring the stars." "Would you like to 
explore the stars, Grandfather?" I asked him. 


"Any human with a gram of curiosity wants to know what's out there. Other 
planets and other peoples. 


So much knowledge." So there and then, at seven years old, I decided I 
wanted to reach the stars one day. When I got a bit older, as I've already 
said, Grandfather explained the Unified Field Theory to me. 


After that we discussed it many times. Now, as I prepared to begin my 
school project, he coached me on how to present such a difficult concept to 
my class and teachers. He made it all sound so simple. 
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"Gravity is the force that holds us to the Earth," he began. "Right. Now 
Einstein said that gravity was linked to electricity and magnetism. Three 
fields all linked—unified. You see what that means?", I nodded and looked 
toward the setting Sun. Behind me the purple sky was just dark enough for 
the first stars to appear. 


"Any change in electric force creates a change in magnetic force, and it also 
means that there's a change in the force of gravity. You can't change one 
without affecting the other. We can change an electric force—therefore, we 
can control gravity!" Suddenly those stars seemed nearer. "So why hasn't 
anyone done it?" I asked. "Who says they haven't" Grandfather said 
seriously. Is that what Einstein was doing during the war?" I asked. I think 
so," he said. 


"He came to the Naval Defense Research Committee to meet an old 
German professor named Ladenburg—another German who came to help 
us because he hated the Nazis. Ladenburg was an expert in mines and 
torpedoes—there was no secret about that. Everyone knew that Ladenburg 
was trying to find ways to protect our ships against German mines and their 
U boat torpedoes. Imagine Albert Einstein's Unified Force Field 
surrounding a ship!" I thought about it. "With a huge magnet and a vast 
power supply you might be able to create a sort of antigravity." I picked up 
a tennis ball from the back porch and bounced it. "A torpedo is attracted to 
a ship in the same way that this ball is attracted to the floor by gravity," 


I said, "And if the floor is protected by antigravity, the ball would be pushed 
up before it hit the floor. So maybe the torpedo would be pushed away from 
the ship." "Correct," Grandfather nodded. "But if they really did experiment 
with a ship," I argued, It must have been a failure. Otherwise we'd have that 
sort of force field today." "Well, perhaps," he said. "But maybe it wasn't 
exactly a failure. Maybe it just wasn't quite what they expected. Maybe it 
was more than they expected!" "Go on!" I urged. "Say they wanted to try 
this antigravity experiment," suggested Grandfather. "They'd almost 
certainly try it out on a model first, before risking it on a full-scale ship." 
"That makes sense," I said. And I think that when they tried it on the model 
they discovered the force field had other effects. Not just anti-gravity, but 
something that would be equally as powerful if they used it in the war." 
"Invisibility?" I asked. "So you were absolutely serious when you told me 
that a full-size warship became invisible?" "There's a lot of evidence to 
suggest that it did. And I may have helped to make it happen!" 


CHAPTER FOUR 


By now the sun had disappeared below the horizon, but the sky was still 
light and the air mild so we sat there while Grandfather told me his part in 
the Philadelphia Experiment. "I was in my office at 8 A.M. 


one morning and just contacting the computer by telephone..." "I didn't 
know you had computers in 1943!" I broke in. He chuckled. "A computer 
was a human being with a mind trained to do complicated math problems 
very quickly. It wasn't one of those plastic boxes with a 'IN screen attached 
like you have in your room. 
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Anyway, I was talking to my computer when my boss, Dr. Anstrom, looked 
through the window from the corridor and signaled that he wanted to speak 
to me. He said there was a meeting in the committee room and they needed 
a computer. I was the best they had in the building, and he knew I could be 
trusted to keep quiet." "What did you have to compute?" I asked eagerly. He 
waved a pale hand at me and said, "Hold on, hold on, I'm coming to that. 
The first and most important thing is that when I saw the figures that they 
wanted me to work on, they were written in a curious spiral handwriting. I 
only ever saw one man write like that. Albert Einstein." 


I knew that Dr. Einstein wasn't there himself, but it was plain he had written 
out the calculations for the committee to consider. Now, the other 
interesting thing was that these calculations were not to do with the Unified 
Field Theory that we had all guessed Einstein had been working on. They 
were to do with a force field surrounding a ship. But that force field 
wouldn't just deflect torpedoes around the ship—it would deflect light as 
well." "You can't bend light," I said. Grandfather said nothing. He signaled 
for me to stay where I was, then rose and went into the house. A few 
moments later he came out holding a glass of water with a straw in it. He 
held the glass up to the pale sky and said, "What do you see?" "A straw in a 
glass of water," I replied, stupidly. "And what can you tell me about the 
shape of the straw?" I sighed. I could see what he was getting at. 


"The straw is straight, but it appears to be bent where it goes into the 
water." 'That's right. The straw is straight but the light waves coming from it 
are bent by the water. If a force field can twist gravity then it can twist light 
easily! Even a glass of water can twist light!" he cried. "So the ship doesn't 
really disappear." I said slowly. "You just don't see it where it ought to be 
anymore. You just see the ocean. So where do you see the ship?" He 
shrugged. "Somewhere else. I'd guess. And wherever that is, you could fire 
a hundred torpedoes at it but you'll never hit it because it isn't really there. 
It's like a picture on the television. Shoot at my picture on the television and 
you'll never scratch me—not if you shoot a million bullets at a million TV 
sets!" "Amazing!" I said. "A new weapon. But did it work?" "That's the 
million-dollar question!" he said, and spread his hands wide. 


I slapped at his hand with my notebook. "You can't just leave it like that!" I 
said angrily. "There must be an end to the story. I thought you said a 
warship disappeared?" It wasn't until a few years later that that story leaked 
out. When it did, of course I followed it with interest because I believed it 
was connected to the work I had done at the NDRC." "So you never 
actually found out what happened to your calculations?" I asked. "I handed 
them back to my boss, Dr. Anstrom, and he didn't even say thank you. 


He went back into that meeting room, closed the door, and I never heard 
any more about it." "Didn't you tell anyone?" I asked. "I'd have told the 
newspapers—after the war, of course, when it wasn't a secret anymore." 
Grandfather sat down again and stared at the brightening stars in the purple 
sky. "No," 


he said quietly. His voice had changed; it was lower, more secret, and more 
troubled. I'd never heard him sound this serious before. "There are some 
people who have talked about the disappearing ship— 


her name was the U.S.S. Eldridge, by the way. And as we all know, the 
project becathe known as the 10 


Philadelphia Experiment." "So why don't you talk? The newspapers would 
probably pay you!" I smiled. 


He took a deep breath and sighed, "Because the first man to talk about the 
Philadelphia Experiment met a strange death." "He was murdered?" 


I breathed, and suddenly I imagined shadows within the shadows of the 
brickyard fence. Grandfather didn't answer directly. Instead he said, "Albert 
Einstein was a brilliant man, you know. He once said success is an 
equation, 'A - success. And A = x + y + z. Work is x, play is y, and z is 
keeping your mouth shut." He looked at me. "Some people fail because 
they don't have 'z' in their lives. They just don't know when to keep their 
mouth shut." "Who would want to stop us from talking about the 
Philadelphia Experiment almost 60 years after it happened?" I asked. He 
gave the slightest of shrugs. "Not the law enforcement people—not the FBI 
—maybe the—CIA I don't know." But why would they?" I persisted. 


"Two reasons I can think of," Grandfather said quietly. "Either it all went 
horribly wrong and the government wants to hush up a story about its 
scientists killing our own sailors..." "Or?" 


"Or it was close enough to success for them to want to keep it secret. We 
may have someone out there now working on invisibility, or antigravity, 
and we don't want the enemies of the United States to even guess what we 
might be up to." He sighed, and pinched his nose at the spot where his 
glasses sat. He did that when he was worried. "Look, maybe you should just 
forget this idea of doing a project." 


But I wasn't going to be put off. "This disappearing ship you were telling 
me about," '1 reminded him. 


"Did you see it —or not see it—yourself?" "I didn't, no," he said quickly. 
"There were stories that went around later. Witnesses said U.S.S. Eldridge 
vanished, but they could see the shape of the hull left in the water. I can 
understand that," he went on. "It's the other rumors that are strangest of all." 
"Rumors?" 


"Nothing more. Just wild stories. I'm not sure I believe them myself." He 
paused and said, "They figure that not only did the Eldridge vanish from its 
yard in Philadelphia, it also appeared for a few moments at a dock in 
Norfolk. Virginia. 


It traveled hundreds of miles in the blink of an eye!" I groaned. "So the 
Philadelphia Experiment could be about antigravity or it could be about 
invisibility or it could be about teleportation of matter. Great! 


Anything else?" "Well." my grandfather said slowly. "there were some 
reports that the force field broke through the normal time-space continuum 
—that's how it appeared in two different places in a matter of seconds. It 
opened a sort of gateway into the rest of the universe. 


Some people even say the crew came across aliens who use the same 
gateway to travel to Earth." I rubbed my eyes. "Little green men?" "Er, no. 
Little gray men, actually." I stared at the glowing stars. The antigravity idea 
sounded worth following up. Even light bending was something I could 
investigate. But the rest was straight out of some old black-and-white 
movie: Could someone have been murdered to keep this secret? "Who was 
killed then, Grandfather? Who told the story of the Philadelphia 11 


Experiment?" He turned and walked through the door into the house. 
"That's another story, Alice. 


Another story for another time. Right now it's time for supper." 


CHAPTER FIVE 


Grandfather kept me entertained that night by setting me a few problems of 
the sort he himself had been set back in 1943. With the help of my 
computer I solved them in half an hour. The computer I had at that time was 
just an IBM 286—today's computers would make it look like a donkey cart 
in the Kentucky Derby, but it was still impressive. Back in 1943 my 
grandfather's brain had had to do the work of that computer. Now that was 
truly awesome! My calculations certainly seemed to show that the force 
field really could bend light. 


I had another try at getting him to tell me the rest of the story of the 
Philadelphia Experiment, but he still refused. He said he wanted to dig out 
some old files and newspaper cuttings from the cellar and study them. He'd 
do that next day while I was at school and then, he promised me, he'd tell 
me the rest of the story. School dragged along worse than ever that day. All 
I wanted to do was to get home so I could talk to Grandfather. 


When I was finally able to make my escape that afternoon I ran all the way 
home. I flung my bag on the floor of the hallway and hurried into the 
kitchen. He had an afternoon snack waiting for me—a glass of milk and a 
peanut butter sandwich. I almost choked as I tried to devour it in 30 seconds 
flat. He simply raised a disapproving eyebrow as he watched me over the 
top of his glasses. I slowed down. I finished my sandwich, walked over to 
the sink and rinsed the glass and plate, then I sat down on a stool at the 
table. "Good day at school?" he asked calmly. "Same as ever," I said, 
impatiently. -That bad, huh?" I couldn't wait any longer. I leaned forward. 
"So what have you got to show me?" I asked eagerly. 


He pointed to a range of files laid out on the table top. Each one had a label 
on the front with a name on it, written in capitals in his small, neat hand. 
"These are all files on scientists who've worked on electromagnetic fields," 
he began. He picked one up. "Men like Townsend Brown." There was a 
faded photograph in the file of a thin man with deep, dark serious eyes. The 
file said he was born in 1905, and it listed his career through college and 
various jobs till he ended up in the Naval Research Laboratory in 1930. 


‘That's where you worked, isn't it?" I asked. Grandfather nodded. "Brown 
was older than me, of course —he was also in a different department. Plus, 
he was a very shy man. But we talked from time to time about some of his 
experiments. 


He was especially interested in gravity and came up with a box called a 
'Gravitor' while I was there. The Gravitor seemed to prove that Einstein was 
right about the effects of electromagnetic force fields and gravity. He had a 
$50-million budget to spend, and the government was right behind him. 
Then quite suddenly something changed. It all went wrong." "And it was 
something to do with the Philadelphia 12 


Experiment?" I asked eagerly. "You think he could have been in charge of 
testing his work on the U.S.S. 


Eldridge?" Grandfather shook his head. "We can't say that for sure. All I 
know is that in December 1943, Brown suddenly suffered a mental collapse 
and retired from the Naval Research laboratory." "But that doesn't prove he 
had anything to do with the Experiment," I said, disappointed. 


Grandfather pulled out some handwritten notes. "I kept track of his career 
after the war. Townsend Brown seems to have really come up with some 
antigravity device. Just a model—a toy almost. A little silver disk that lifted 
off the ground and flew in a circle when it was charged with electricity. It 
could have meant a revolution in air travel, space travel, even. 


Yet the reports just stated that he had failed to get financial backing." 
"Nobody wanted his idea? Why?" 


I wondered. "You'd have thought people would be falling over themselves 
to get their hands on it!" 


"Well, some people seemed to want the idea. Trouble was, something 
always happened to spoil things. 


One company showed an interest in Townsend Brown. Then, suddenly it 
was taken over by another company; and Brown lost his job. After that, a 
millionaire businessman came along and backed Brown. 


But the millionaire was killed in a mysterious plane crash. 'An accident’ the 
report said carefully. Brown lost his job—again." I picked up the notes and 
read them for myself. "He made enough money by 1958 


to set up his own company," I said. But he still couldn't find anyone to turn 
his models into full-size flying machines." 


I shook my head. Grandfather turned to me. "Can you think of any reason 
why not?" I took a deep breath. "I can think of three. One: Townsend 
Brown was unlucky. Some people are like that—everything they do goes 
wrong. Two: people had heard rumors about the Philadelphia Experiment 
and were afraid there'd be another disaster." "And three?" Grandfather 
looked at me with a slight smile. "Three: someone very powerful—the 
government maybe—didn't want Townsend Brown to succeed, and they 
frightened off anyone who looked as if they were going to support him." 
"Good," Grandfather said. 


"Those are exactly the same conclusions that I came to." "What happened to 
Brown?" I asked. "Last I heard he was half-retired but still trying to sell his 
dream of antigravity to someone. Anyone." 


I thought about this for a while. "Albert Einstein was working for the U.S. 
Navy during World War II, and he had a theory about antigravity. He 
worked with Professor Ladenberg—an expert on electromagnetic fields, 
and Townsend Brown was working in the same department on antigravity. 
Models were being tested, you were computing for their experiments, and 
everything was going fine until late 1943. Then something happened. 
Something so disastrous the government has stopped research and won't 
even let anyone else carry on. What was it, Grandfather?" He passed a file 
across to me. "Read that and decide for yourself," he said. "It's an amazing 
story. It only came out 15 years after the war. You have to make up your 
own mind if you believe it or not." He left me with the file marked "Jessup" 
and began preparing a spaghetti sauce for dinner. I opened the file. And 
that's when I read for the first time the full, amazing story of the U.S.S. 
Eldridge. 


13 


CHAPTER SIX 


Dr. Jessup was an interesting man who had nothing to do with the 
Philadelphia Experiment itself. He seemed an eccentric sort of a guy. A 
mathematician and an astronomer who somehow ended up exploring South 
American jungles. While he was doing that he came across great ancient 
Inca buildings and was fascinated by them. Jessup decided there was no 
way that the huge stones could have been moved by men and llamas. They 
had to have had the help of some sort of antigravity device. 


Antigravity device! Well, that was one link to the Philadelphia Experiment, 
but rather a loose one. Surely not enough of a link for the navy to take a 
great interest in him? I read on. Doc Jessup also had an idea that antigravity 
machines may have been operated by ancient astronauts from space ships! 
Another link. I thought. I remembered Grandfather talking about U.S.S. 
Eldridge breaking through some time-space barrier and encountering aliens. 
Jessup wanted to investigate huge craters in the jungle that could have been 
made by landing spaceships. That was when he ran out of money and had to 
return to the United States. 


His jungle exploration was beginning to tie in with his other hobby—UFOs. 
There had been a lot of sightings in the late forties and early fifties, and 
Jessup was taking them seriously. He wrote his book The Case for the UFO 
and published it to raise money. It was never a bestseller but it was popular 
enough with ufologists, and Jessup made a few extra dollars traveling 
around the United States talking about his theories. Then, in 1958. he died. 
Jessup seems to have had the Naval Defense Research Committee worried. 
They had him watched and reported on. And they also seemed to know a 
great deal about his death. 


The file held reports and a statement from the navy. The reports dwelt 
heavily on the fact that he'd been depressed at the time of his death. 
Apparently, his marriage had broken down and he'd also been involved in a 
road accident. He'd taken his car to a quiet road, they said, plugged a hose 
into the exhaust and led the other end into the car where he gassed himself 
with carbon monoxide. Verdict: suicide. I felt the hair on the back of my 


neck begin to rise. There was something wrong here, Why was the navy so 
anxious to emphasize the stories of Jessup's depression? They seemed to be 
trying just a little too hard to convince everyone that it was suicide. But, if it 
wasn't suicide (and assuming he didn't accidentally plug a hose from his 
exhaust into his car window) then that left only one thing: murder. Like my 
Grandfather always said. "Dead men tell no tales." "How are you getting 
along with that file?" 


Grandfather asked. 


I looked up. "Do you think Jessup's death was suspicious?" "Maybe. A lot 
of the people involved in the Philadelphia Experiment seemed to end up 
dead. It could kill you in two ways. I figure. If the force field didn't get you 
then the navy agents would. No way out. But perhaps I'm being too 
suspicious." "I can't see any connection between Jessup and the 
Philadelphia Experiment myself," I said. "OK, so he was into 14 


antigravity and believed aliens had the secret. But he wasn't anywhere near 
Philadelphia in 1943, was he?" "No," Grandfather agreed "But Carlos 
Allende was. And Carlos Allende read Jessup's book. And he decided 
Jessup was the best person to talk to about his experiences." "Who's Carlos 
Allende?" I asked. 


Grandfather nodded toward the file as if to say—"Read on and find out." So 
I read on. And that's when I opened up a whole new can of worms. 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


While Dr. Jessup was traveling around the United States giving lectures on 
UFOs he received letters from all sorts of people. Some were scientists like 
himself, others ordinary people who had just become interested in the 
subject, and there were a few who sounded as if they might have been 
writing from cozy little cells with padded walls. Then one day he received a 
letter that was a scrawl of different colors. Maybe the writer had trouble 
holding a pen while confined in a straight jacket It was this writer who first 
drew Jessup's attention to an incident that happened in 1943 on the East 
Coast I found a copy of this letter, neatly typed and turned into a thin 
booklet. I guess that reading some typist's transcription loses the flavor of a 
letter written in colored ink. Even so, Carlos Allende's letter to Jessup was 
wild enough for me to imagine the doctor's reaction when he received it. I 
studied it carefully. 


January 13, 1956 
Dr. Jessup, 


I read your book. I heard you give a lecture. You said that the United 
States should stop wasting 


money on developing "rocket" travel to the stars, that instead we should 
look at Einstein's Unified 


Field Theory and develop "antigravity" machines. You believe that there 
are forces that can lift huge 


objects into the air and that the Incas used them many thousands of years 
ago. 1 have to tell you 


doctor, you are right. I have seen such things with my own eyes! We are 
told that Einstein never 


completed his theory. That's not true! He did complete it. But the things 
he discovered were so 


horrifying for mankind that he never published it. The navy is now afraid 
to put the theory into 


practice. Why? Because it has already conducted a test and it was 
disastrous! 


The result of the test was the complete invisibility of a ship—a destroyer 
—and all of her crew. This test 


was carried out in October 1943. The ship was wrapped in a force field 
about 300 feet across. Anyone 


inside the field could see vague shapes of other men on the ship but could 
not see the ship itself. They 


were walking on nothing. Anyone just outside the field could see the 
shape of the ship's hull in the 


water. Anyone farther away would see nothing. The ship became invisible. 
The disaster was that half 


the crew inside the field went as mad as hatters. Others seemed to be OK 
immediately afterward, but 


later something strange began to happen to them. 


They would go blank and "freeze" because they still had the effects of the 
field on them. Then the 


"freezers" would disappear. When this happened to somebody, it was vital 
that his shipmates marked 
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the spot where he disappeared, went up to the spot and "felt" for some 
skin—hands or face—to bring 


him back to this world. If they failed to reach him in time then he would 
burst into flames and 


disappear forever. After 13 years there are few of the crew left. Many went 
insane. One walked 


through the wall of his cabin while his wife, children, and shipmates 
watched. lie was never seen 


again. The Philadelphia Experiment was a complete success. The men 
were a complete failure. Check 


newspaper reports in Philadelphia papers. They report an cicident where 
some sailors disappeared in 


a bar. The waitresses were so shocked they could scarcely put into words 
what they had seen. Check 


the crew of the observation ship S.S. Andrew Fursteth. The chief mate 
was named Mowsley, and a 


crew member was named Richard Price. 
Signed: Carl M. Allen (2416175) 


PS: 1. The navy did not know that the men would slip into invisibility 
after the Experiment was 


finished. 2. The navy did not know that men would die when the field was 
switched on. 3. The navy 


still does not know why it happened. 4. The navy did not know that the 
crew would be able to walk 


through walls and disappear. 


I should also mention that the ship later disappeared from its 
Philadelphia dock and appeared in its 


Norfolk dock a few seconds later. It was clearly identified in that place but 
then disappeared and 


returned to its Philadelphia dock. This was also reported in the 
newspapers but I cannot remember 


which ones. 


Carlos Allende's letter was seriously weird, yet the more I thought about it, 
the more I felt that there could be some truth in it. The writer was saying the 
Philadelphia Experiment began with tests for antigravity. That tied in with 
what Grandfather told me. It developed into an invisibility project, and 
that's where my grandfather did the calculations for his boss. But Allende's 
mention of side-effects on the crew was news to me. 


If I believed Allende's letter to Jessup. then it suggested those side-effects 
could be pretty horrific. That might explain why the navy had tried to stop 
Townsend Brown's work after the war. Men dying, men going mad, men 
walking through walls and vanishing, and worst of all, men "freezing." I 
closed the file as Grandfather served the spaghetti sauce on a bed of 
tagliatelle. He sat down at the table opposite me and picked up his fork. I 
did the same. But somehow I'd lost my appetite. Grandfather watched me 
over the top of his glasses. "Do you see what I mean now, Alice?" he said. 


"Even investigating the Philadelphia Experiment can be dangerous." I 
nodded, then rested my forehead on my hands for a few moments while I 
turned the matter over in my mind. When I looked up, my face was serious. 
"T still want to try it!" I said. "I can't just stop here—there's so much more to 
unravel! Surely you want to know too? After all, you never even found out 
what happened to your calculations." 
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Grandfather thought for a moment and then said. "If you are going to 
continue, you'll need a certain amount of specialist information. Where are 
you going to get that information?" I'd already thought about that. 


"There's a way of connecting my computer to the files of most of the big 
universities in the world. It's called a network—it works through the phone 
lines." I paused, then lowered my voice. "I've heard that you can even break 
into government files." Grandfather sighed. "You don't know how," he said, 


"and I don't think it's such a good idea. You don't know what you might be 
getting into!" I could see he was torn between wanting to find out more and 
not wanting to stir up a hornet's nest. "I'll learn. We can do it Grandfather. 
We can find out what really happened!" 


"Or end up in a padded cell," he said. "Or get a call from some government 
agents someday," I shrugged. "So what? I'll take that risk." He pushed his 
food around his plate. "They don't come in the day," he warned. "They 
come at, around 4 A.M. when you're at your weakest." I guess I knew at 
that point that Grandfather wasn't going to involve himself any more deeply 
in my investigations. I would have liked him to be in on it, but he'd made it 
clear he didn't want any trouble, and I had to respect him for that. For me, 
however, it was different. With the arrogance of youth, I'd made my 
decision, and now nothing was going to stop me. I was 16 years old and I 
knew what I wanted from my life. The same thing that Brown and Jessup 
and Ladenburg and Einstein himself had wanted. Knowledge. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


After that, I really threw myself into my mission to discover the truth about 
the Philadelphia Experiment. 


I spent the next few years researching, using whatever means I could. What 
began as a high school project became an obsession; I was determined to 
prove that Einstein's Unified Field Theory was possible. When I was just 16 
years old, I gave up high school to go to college. I was their youngest-ever 
student They had to let me in when I got 100 per cent in the college entry 
tests—most students struggled to get 60 per cent. 


But even they had nothing to teach me, and in the end I gave up college to 
concentrate on my research. 


Grandfather helped with the math calculations, but he didn't have anything 
o do with my other activities. When I needed more information I raided the 
naval research files by hacking into them. It was obvious that whatever 
information the navy had on antigravity, they still considered it very secret 
—all the files were protected by "classified" codes. 


But they were no match for me. In time I became so skilled at hacking there 
was no code I couldn't crack. Then, one day, I hacked into the navy's latest 
research and, to my complete astonishment, realized that someone was 
working along similar lines. Someone else was investigating the 
Philadelphia Experiment—and that someone had millions of dollars of 
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aside for a time when they might possibly recreate the Experiment. 
Greedily, I read the files, and as I did so a feeling of contempt began to 
grow inside me. 


They were making mistakes—mistakes that I could see right away. They 
were heading down a dead-end street and my math brain knew it It irritated 
me that they, with all their resources and support, were making what 
seemed to me like glaring errors. I was even tempted to hack into their files 


and tell them where they were going wrong! I resisted that temptation. I 
couldn't risk giving myself away, and anyway I didn't want them to succeed. 
/ was going to be the one to solve the Philadelphia Experiment! I think it 
was my hacking into those new files that first alerted someone to my illicit 
activities on the network. At any rate, it wasn't long after that incident that it 
happened. Grandfather's worst nightinare came true. 


They came for me. 


CHAPTER NINE 


I don't know how long it took me to finish my story. I had told them quite a 
lot about myself, my life. 1 


was pretty sure though that I hadn't told them too much. There was silence 
for almost a minute. Then Agent Kirwan spoke. 'We've looked at your 
school records," she said. That was her style. Direct and as blunt as the back 
of a Greyhound bus. But she had revealed that they were investigating me. 
You were too bright for your teachers," she went on. The compliment did 
nothing to soften the blow. "Yeah. I went to college when I was 16." I 
shrugged. "Then you dropped out. 


Why was that, Alice?" Agent Miller asked. "Because I didn't have time to 
follow the course. I knew all the stuff in the text books. I wanted to get on 
and do something revolutionary..." I stopped. There I went again, getting 
carried away! The trouble was, while they had obviously tracked me down, 
I still didn't know exactly what it was they were after. I hesitated, unsure of 
what to say next. When my silence went on for five seconds Agent Kirwan 
jumped in and gave the game away. "Computer science. You were 
interested in computers," she urged. 


Now, the truth is that I am not very interested in computers. Computers are 
just a tool I use to achieve my aims. But if that was why they'd paid me a 
visit—well, I certainty wasn't going to argue. They'd handed me an excuse 
ona plate! "Yes, OK. I am interested in computers," I lied. I paused and 
tried to look defeated. A quick look of triumph passed over the woman's 
face. "So when did you begin stealing secrets from other computers?" she 
asked. I took a deep breath. "OK Agent Kirwan," 


I thought to myself. "I'll tell you what you want to hear. You've had more 
than enough chances to get at the truth, to unravel the bigger picture, and 
you've blown them all!" I launched into my new personality of Alice 
Henreid—hacker! "When I was at college, everyone was a hacker. We 
borrowed programs from other computer users..." Agent Kirwan gave 
that'odd soft snort again. "Borrowed! Stole, you mean!" "All knowledge 


should be free. That's part of the hacker's ethic," I argued. "Theft is theft. 
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lot of time and a lot of money developing those programs. You just hacked 
into their systems and stole them." "OK. OK." I said, holding up a hand. 
But recently you tried something a little different, didn't you Alice?" Agent 
Miller cut in. 


He had been silent for the last few minutes, and I'd almost forgotten he was 
there. I groaned inwardly. 


Again, Miller was showing himself to be the cleverer agent. Should I admit 
it? And if I did, would I be admitting to something they didn't know about? 
A couple of seconds ago I was confident that I was going to get away with 
it. Now I wasn't so sure. I was aware that Miller was playing cat and mouse 
with me. and that I'd have to be on my guard. 


The last traces of sleepiness vanished, and I pulled myself upright in my 
chair. "I don't think so." I said. 


Agent Kirwan blundered in again. "You have been traced hacking into the 
files of the Office of Naval Intelligence." "Office of Naval Intelligence? 
You think I've hacked into your files?" "We know you've hacked into our 
files." This was it! They knew I was investigating the Philadelphia 
Experiment and now they were going to get me! They were going to 
confiscate my calculations. Calculations more advanced than anything they 
had. I hung my head, expecting to hear Agent Kirwan's harsh, husky voice 
explaining my rights before she handcuffed me. 


But there was only silence; I looked up at her, and she stared back, arms 
folded. My gaze traveled across to her partner. but he said nothing either. 
Both of them were looking at me expectantly, as if it were my turn to speak. 
That's when I realized that they didn't know what I'd been doing at all. Sure, 
they knew I'd hacked into those files—but they had no idea why. How 
could they be so stupid? I tried not to let the relief show on my face, but 
inside I rejoiced. My confidence surged back. I was cleverer than they 
were! I even decided to play with them a little. I kept them waiting for an 
answer. 


Finally I said, "I did it just to see if it could be done." That was it. That was 
what Agent Kirwan was after. I was nothing more than a clever youngster 
trying to beat the system. She straightened her back and gave me the 
lecture. I had committed a federal offense, punishable by confiscation of all 
computer equipment—there could be a heavy fine, possibly a prison 
sentence—think of the public shame for my grandfather... tried hard to look 
scared as her voice droned on and on. I think I even managed to squeeze out 
a tear or two! "How could you honestly believe you could get away with 
it?" she finished. 


"We have ways of tracing computer hackers." She stared at me intently. 
"We're going to let you go—for now. But the matter is far from over. We'll 
he keeping an eye on you. Any further breach of federal law and you'll be 
back here so fast your feet won't touch the ground. Understand?" I looked 
up at her. "Yes, ma'am," I muttered. "Does that mean I can go?" She rose to 
her feet and gave a brisk nod. "Do I have to walk home?" I asked. As she 
moved to the door she looked over her shoulder and said. "Agent Miller 
will give you a ride." 
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"Thank you," I said as humbly as I could. Inside me, fireworks of 
celebration were going off. It was all right! They had simply brought me in 
to warn me. to frighten me off! I glanced at my watch and saw that it was 7 
A. m . Grandfather would be getting up by the time I got home. I was still 
celebrating inwardly when we pulled up outside the house. Right up to the 
moment when Agent Miller opened the door and said, "Right, Miss 
Henreid. Let's go and talk to your grandfather, shall we?" All my smugness 
drained away in a second. "Grandfather? He knows nothing about my 
hacking!" "No. But he knows about the Philadelphia Experiment, doesn't 
he?" the young agent asked. And those calm eyes showed an intelligence 
that I knew was almost equal to mine. I led the way up the path swearing 
softly and viciously about the deviousness of men like Agent Miller. 


CHAPTER TEN 


Grandfather made us coffee and we drank it out on the porch. The coffee 
was scalding hot and it sharpened my brain again. I'd fooled Agent Kirwan. 
Agent Miller—the quiet one—was obviously going to be harder, but maybe 
there was still a way out. I decided to keep quiet until I knew what he 
wanted from me. "Fm off duty now." he said, sipping carefully. "Anything 
you say to me will be off the record." 


"I have nothing to say," I said. Grandfather raised a hand. "Alice." he said, 
"I think maybe Agent Miller has something he wants to tell us." He turned 
to the man sitting beside him. "Do we have to call you Agent Miller when 
you're off duty?" The young man grinned. 


"Charles—my friends call me Chuck." "What do your enemies call you," I 
scowled. "Your invasion of Naval Intelligence files came through on a 
routine check, and Agent Kirwan was assigned to deal with it. 


But I looked a little further. I saw a pattern in the hacking. I also looked up 
your family background and discovered exactly who Professor Henreid is. 
You are a highly respected scientist, sir," he said, and practically bowed to 
Grandfather. 


Grandfather didn't speak, but nodded. "Your granddaughter is also 
extremely clever." "She's more than clever," broke in my grandfather, "she's 
brilliant!" He turned toward me, and his eyes were sparkling. 


But there was also a look in his eyes that I didn't recognize. It made me feel 
alone. "I know you're a loner, Alice, and I understand that. You take after 
me. But perhaps the time has come for you to share your skills with other 
people." 


I said nothing. I was shocked Grandfather was saying this to me, but I 
waited for him to continue. "I've been meaning to talk to you about 
something for a while now, and I've a hunch it might be the same thing that 
Agent Miller—Chuck—wants to talk to you about." He paused and cleared 


his throat. "Alice, you know how I always warned you that the Philadelphia 
Experiment was top secret, and that it was dangerous to mess around trying 
to investigate it?" 
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I nodded. "Well, recently I've been thinking. Why can't you work on it from 
the inside? Governments need someone with your brain, and you need the 
sort of money and equipment they have." The agent put down his cup of 
coffee and closed his eyes for a few moments as if trying to come to a 
decision. 


Finally he said, "Professor Henreid, you're a clever man. That's exactly 
what I wanted to speak to Alice about. There's just one thing..." He 
straightened in his chair. 


"You, sir, have been a loyal citizen of the United States for the whole of 
your life. I know I can trust you with classified information." He turned and 
looked me directly in the eyes. "But what about you, Alice? 


You said that hackers believe all knowledge should be shared freely. If I 
told you about certain classified files would you keep it to yourself?" 
"Depends," I said cautiously. "Classified files?" Grandfather asked. 


"Would they be the files about the the U.S.S. Eldridge? Are you saying that 
the story is true?" "I'm saying that your granddaughter's work is valuable, 
and perhaps, just perhaps, I can find a way to involve her in ongoing 
government research.” Grandfather nodded. "T'll cook us some breakfast 
and you can tell us more," he said. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


We went back into the house, and while Grandfather busied himself at the 
stove, Agent Chuck Miller explained. "Some of the Philadelphia 
Experiment files are so secret that agents like myself don't have access to 
them. The only people who see those classified files are the President and 
some of his top advisers. All the hacking in the world won't get you into 
them. They're very old, typed, even handwritten, documents, kept in the 
world's safest strongroom. 


Come to work for the government and you may be allowed to see them 
yourself." "You say you've never seen these files, but you must still know 
more about the Philadelphia Experiment than either of us," said 
Grandfather. He came straight to the point. "What exactly happened in 
1943?" "Well, like I said, I've never actually seen the files but I believe 
what happened was that the NDRC did exactly what you suspect they did. 
They tried to apply Albert Einstein's Unified Field Theory without 
understanding just quite how powerful it really is. They blew a hole in time 
and space and let loose forces that we still don't understand after 50 years." 
He looked at me. "But if people like Alice work on it we may have the 
answers before another 50 years are over." "I've read some of the latest 
research from several university records," I said. 


Then I added quickly, "It's all public knowledge, of course!" Chuck gave a 
grin. if you can understand it," 


he said. I understand it," I said. "And I think the Philadelphia disaster makes 
sense." "So, explain it to me!" Grandfather put plates of ham and scrambled 
eggs in front of us and we sat around the table eating and talking. "It seems 
that the Unified Field Theory does not just link gravity, electricity, and 
magnetism. It links everything in the universe. 
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Once we understand Unified Fields we understand everything," I said. 
Agent Chuck Miller nodded. "Start changing electricity and magnetism and 


you don't just change gravity—you change light, space, and even time." "So 
time travel becomes possible?" Grandfather muttered. "Time travel and 
space travel," I agreed. Can you explain to me how that's possible?" the 
agent asked. "Is it because antigravity allows you to travel at the speed of 
light?" "No. It's because you can use gravity itself and shrink space to 
nothing." He still looked blank, and even Grandfather was frowning. I 
picked up a sheet of paper and a pen and wrote "Proxima Centauri" on one 
end and "Earth" on the other. Then I began to trace a line from one to the 
other. "What's the shortest distance between two points?" I asked. "A 
straight line," 


Chuck said. "OK. Here's Earth, and here's Proxima Centauri, our nearest 
star system. And this is a straight line between them. 


Travel along that line at the speed of light—that's 186,000 miles a second— 
and you'll reach Proxima Centauri in four years." "We don't have rocket 
ships that can travel at the speed of light," Chuck said. 


"How long would it take in the sort of ships we do have?" I did the 
calculation quickly in my head. "You'd get there some time after the year 
28000 A.D. "Her math brain is as fast as a calculator," Grandfather grinned. 
Impressive," Chuck agreed. I tried to look modest. "Anyway, there is a 
quicker way to get from Earth to Proxima Centauri," I said, picking up the 
paper. I folded it in half and slowly brought the words Proxima Centauri 
and Earth together. "The shortest distance between two points is not a 
straight line. 


The shortest way to get between two points is to fold space up the way I 
folded this paper. 


" I opened the paper and placed a finger on Earth. "Start on Earth, switch on 
a gravity field and fold up space—" I did this again with the paper. "Switch 
the gravity field off and you are four light years away with hardly any 
movement at all." My finger was now resting on the name Proxima 
Centauri. 


Grandfather just nodded. Chuck asked, "But how?" "Albert Einstein 
guessed a lot of this but he didn't have the kind of research that I've read in 


the past year or so. 


He didn't know that there are two sorts of gravity—Gravity A and Gravity 
B. We know a lot about Gravity B because that's what keeps our feet on the 
ground and the Earth in orbit around the sun. But everything is made up of 
particles of matter. This table, for example," I said, and rapped on it, "it's 
made up of billions of atoms and molecules and they're all held together by 
Gravity A. 


That's what scientists are exploring now. That's the secret of space travel, 
the secret of invisibility— 


maybe the secret of time travel." "Invisibility and time travel?" the agent 
said. "You believe they are possible. How?" "Scientists have measured the 
effects of gravity on light and time. You know that the sun sometimes 
moves between the Earth and certain stars. We know those stars are behind 
the sun— 


but we can still seen them! The gravity of the sun is bending the light from 
the stars. Gravity can bend light. Bend it enough and you can wrap 
something in bent light and hide it from sight." "So the Invisible Man could 
come true one day?" Chuck murmured half to himself. "What about time?" 
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devices that measure time. Place one at sea level where the Earth's gravity 
is strong and another on a mountain top where gravity is weak and they 
show different readings. Gravity twists time the way it twists light and 
space." Agent Miller shook his head. He looked utterly overwhelmed. I 
allowed myself a satisfied smile. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


Chuck had one more question. "There's a major part of the Philadelphia 
story that I just can't get my head around at all. It's this thing about the 
invisible men and the disappearing ship. What's the link?" 


he'asked. "I've just told you the link. Gravity! Remember the Unified Field 
Theory? If we can create an antigravity field then it affects time, space, and 
light. When they did the Philadelphia Experiment, they used electricity and 
magnets to change gravity. 


They simply didn't realize that they were going to alter time and space as 
well. And, of course, they had no real control—nothing like the accelerator 
pedal and steering on a car. They just had an on/off switch. 


Imagine a car like that Press the switch and you could go two miles an hour 
forward or 200 miles an hour sideways! No steering, no brakes! "Fine. But 
let's get back to 1943. What do you think happened?" 


Grandfather leaned forward and rested his elbows on the table. It was his 
story about the vanishing ship that had first interested me in the whole idea. 


But now I realized I had overtaken him and knew more than he did. It was a 
frightening thought. I tried to explain calmly and clearly. "The scientists at 
the NDRC fitted the U.S.S. Eldridge with a huge magnet and electrical coil. 
They then had two generator ships linked up to the Eldridge. A fourth ship 
had to stand off nearly a mile out at sea to observe what happened. That was 
the ship Carlos Allende was working on. The men on U.S.S. Eldridge were 
supposed to be safe because they were inside the electromagnetic field. In 
fact they weren't." "The navy took a big risk with the lives of those men," 


Chuck said quietly. "Big risk, sure. But if it had worked, the reward would 
have been bigger!" 


Grandfather cut in. "A force shield that could have ended the war in 1943 
would have saved millions of lives. In wartime you sometimes have to take 


that sort of risk" I continued with my explanation. "They threw the switch, 
and the Unified Field Theory was proved right. 


The ship was surrounded by a powerful force field. A gravity, field so 
strong that it bent the light, and to the observers, the ship seemed to 
disappear. But that gravity field did other things too. It folded up space." I 
picked up the piece of paper again, "so the ship went instantly to Norfolk, 
Virginia, 400 miles away. It also folded up time, so the ship was seen in 
both places at practically the same moment The crew members reported 
seeing alien spacecraft. 
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That makes sense. If you imagine that the gravity field throws you onto a 
space-time highroad through the universe then you'd expect to meet other 
travelers on that highroad. If the crew were shocked by the sight of aliens, 
imagine what the aliens thought when they saw a huge warship hurtling 
past them!" 


"How do you explain what's supposed to have happened to the crew?" 
Grandfather asked. "I know some went mad and threw themselves into the 
ocean—I can understand that. 


But some didn't begin disappearing until weeks after the Experiment." "I 
think that's to do with Gravity A—the gravity that holds this table together 
and also holds our bodies together. If the crew had their atoms disrupted by 
the Philadelphia Experiment, their bodies would become unstable. They 
would be able to walk through walls the way you or I can walk through a 
mist They could burst into flames or they could simply slip into another 
dimension. 


Now, we can actually see three dimensions, and we experience time as a 
fourth. But I've hacked into research from the 1980s on something called 
the super-string theory. That says there are ten dimensions—six that we 
humans can't see or experience." Grandfather looked at me proudly. "So 
you can prove that the Philadelphia Experiment really happened!" he said. 
"No. I can only prove that the Philadelphia Experiment could have 
happened—and how it could have happened. 


The real proof is still in a locked file somewhere," I sighed. Agent Chuck 
Miller rose to his feet "It's up to you, Alice. You can continue alone, 
working in total isolation, hounded by people like myself—or you can join 
the scientists working on these problems." I toyed with the paper and 
looked at the words Proxima Centauri. A magical world that I might some 
day reach out and touch. "It's a tempting offer," I said. We need you, Alice. 
With your skill, your mind, you will some day be capable of opening every 
door that's ever been locked," Chuck said eagerly. I liked the sound of that. 
And so did Grandfather. "Maybe he's right, Alice. You can go far. The sky's 
the limit." I smiled and traced the words Proxima Centauri with my finger. 
"It's not often you're wrong, Grandfather, but you are this time. The sky's 
not the limit. There are no limits. No limits at all!" 


#FIN 
CLASSIFIED FILES 


Did it really happen? Could a ship really disappear? The Navy has never 
admitted conducting the Experiment, and the classified files have never 
been opened. But there are some pieces of evidence worth considering: 


The Philadelphia Experiment DID happen because 
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There is a secret film. An electronics engineer, "Dave," reported a 
conversation with a security guard whose name he remembers only as 
"Jim." Jim said that in 1948 he'd been working as a guard for a secret film 
store. One day he found he was in a position to watch a film being shown to 
high-ranking naval officers. This black-and-white film showed an 
experiment being performed at sea. While his guard duties did not allow 
Jim to watch the whole film, he was able to see snatches of it. There was no 
commentary on the film, but it showed three ships. Two of the ships seemed 
to be feeding energy waves into a third ship. These, Jim thought, could have 
been sound waves. After a time the ship in the center, a destroyer, 
disappeared slowly into a transparent fog, so that all that was left was the 
imprint of the ship in the water. 


When the energy waves were turned off, the ship reappeared. Jim overheard 
some of the conversations among the officers. Some were claiming the 
energy had been left on for too long and this had led to problems for the 
crew members. One officer said that some crewmen later disappeared while 
drinking in a bar, some had gone crazy, and still others had disappeared 
without a trace. 


BUT: It would be difficult to ever trace Jim because his surname is not 
given. And, if the navy considered the Philadelphia Experiment to be such a 
big secret that it was worth covering up for 50 years, would they really 
allow a guard to see such a film—or overhear the officers talking? 


There was a possible eyewitness. Two airmen were walking in a park in 
Colorado Springs when a stranger approached one of them and told them a 
strange tale. He claimed he'd been a naval officer but was fired because he 
had gone "crazy" as the result of an experiment. When one of the airmen 
asked about the experiment, the stranger said it involved invisibility. It 
worked perfectly on the ship, but the force field they used had a harmful 
effect on the minds of the crew. 


The stranger said it happened in Philadelphia and it involved electrical 
energy fields. He claimed that some of the crew saw double, while others 
said they had been transported to another world where they'd talked to alien 
beings. Some recovered, some died, and some went mad. The navy 
dismissed the crew on the grounds of mental illness—thereby ensuring that 
they would not be believed if they ever repeated the story of the 
Philadelphia Invisibility Experiment. The airmen never saw the stranger 
again. 


BUT: The story cannot be checked because no one knows the name of the 
stranger. Why has this strange man not told his fantastic story to anybody 
else? If the sailors really were made ill by an experiment, why wouldn't the 
Navy treat them? If they couldn't be cured, wouldn't the Navy lock them 
away rather than let them roam the world spreading the story of the secret 
experiment? 


A photocopy of a newspaper cutting has been found. The newspaper reports 
mentioned by Carlos Allende in his letter to Jessup have never been traced, 
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come to light. There is no date on it and there is no clue as to where it came 
from; however, it does seem to back up Allende's story. It reads: 


Strange Circumstances Surround Tavern Brawl 


City Police Officers were called to help Navy Shore Patrol officers in 
breaking up a tavern brawl near 


the Navy Docks here last night. They got something of a surprise when 
they arrived at the scene to 


find the place empty of customers. According to a pair of nervous 
waitresses the Navy Shore Patrol 


had arrived first and cleared the place out. But not before two of the 
sailors did a remarkable 


disappearing act. "They just sort of disappeared into thin air—right 
there!" said one of the scared 


waitresses. "and I ain't been drinking either!" At that point, she said, the 
Navy Shore Patrol hustled 


everybody out very quickly. One reported witness dismissed it as "a lot of 
hooey from them daffy 


dames down there" and claimed it was all a publicity stunt to attract 
visitors. Police confirmed that 


there had been a brawl resulting in $600 worth of damage but would not 
comment on the strange 


disappearances. 


If genuine, then it seems a convincing newspaper report suggesting that the 
Navy's own shore patrol knew about the Philadelphia Experiment and the 


problems of disappearing men and hurried to the scene to clear all witnesses 
out before the police or press arrived. 


BUT: The original newspaper article has never been traced. It would be 
easy to fake a newspaper report, photocopy it, and send it to investigators. 
No one knows who sent the clipping. The columns of the printed report are 
too wide for it to have come from any 1940s Philadelphia newspapers. 


The official records have conveniently disappeared. Carlos Allende claimed 
to be a crew member on the SS Furuseth and signed himself 7416175 in his 
letters to Dr. Jessup. The crew records of the SS Furuseth show that crew 
member Z416175 was certainly aboard in October 1943 when the 
Philadelphia Experiment allegedly took place. His name is given as Carl 
Allen—one of the names Carlos Allende used. 


The problem is that the records of the disappearing ship, USS Eldridge, 
have been lost. The navy says they are "missing." Very convenient if they 
are trying to cover up a disastrous experiment) There is no record, then, of 
the ship being used for experiments. There is no evidence that she was ever. 
in the same area as Carlos Allende's ship. Could Carlos Allende have seen 
the USS Eldridge? 


The official records show that the USS Eldridge was in Bermuda in October 
1943—so Carlos Allende must have been lying. However, there are other 
wartime records including some called "action records." 


These show that the ship was off the coast of North Africa in November 
1943—in the same convoy as Allende's SS Furusethl The official records 
were either mistaken, or had been deliberately changed to hide the truth. 
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BUT: False records don't prove that the USS Eldridge was involved in the 
Philadelphia Experiment. They may have been invented to hide the fact that 
she was engaged on some other kind of secret trials— 


mine detecting, for example. 


Experiments have proved that electromagnetic force fields really can harm 
people. In 1976 some classified documents were released to the public. 
They gave details of experiments conducted in the U.S.S.R.; these 
experiments looked at the effects of electromagnetic force fields on the 
human organism. The Soviet scientists discovered that these force fields 
really did affect the brains and the bodies of people exposed to them. They 
suffered: 


disturbances to their nerves and their blood circulation as well as dizziness, 
forgetfulness, loss of concentration, anxiety, and depression. 


BUT: The experiments did not use the immense force field power needed to 
make a warship disappear, neither did they make the victims disappear, 
walk through walls, or burst into flames. Humans are often surrounded by 
electromagnetic force fields, but no one has ever complained of vanishing. 


It is known that there were secret projects concerning warfare at sea. In 
1943 the United States was involved in a bitter sea war in the Pacific 
against the Japanese navy. They would have tried almost anything to give 
them an advantage against the enemy. In Europe the British inventor 
Geoffrey Pyke mixed water with wood pulp, froze it solid, and created an 
incredibly tough material called Pykrete (Pyke-concrete). Bombs and shells 
would bounce off it. He suggested that the U.S. and British navies build a 
fleet of aircraft carriers from the stuff. He even wanted teams of 
commandos to spray enemy factories with Pykrete so they would be frozen 
out of action. British Admiral Mountbatten caught Prime Minister Winston 
Churchill in his bath and dropped a lump of Pykrete in. 


It didn't melt. Churchill ordered more tests, and a Pykrete ship sailed 
through a long hot summer on a Canadian lake without melting. In the end, 
Germany was defeated before the Pykrete fleet was built. It's an example of 
an idea that sounds crazy but was taken seriously at the time. So, what's so 
unusual about trying an invisibility project? In 1996 manufacturers were 
building Stealth aircraft that are "invisible" to enemy radar. Is that the sort 
of invisibility that the U.S. Navy was trying to achieve in 1943? And dida 
tragedy result from the Experiment? Is that why the navy refuses to talk 
about the Philadelphia Experiment? 
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